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Tell me again about Europe and her pains,
Who's tortured by the drought, \vho by the rains.
Glut me with floods where only the swine can row
Who cuts his throat and let him count his gains.
It seemed the best thing to be up and go*

A bedshift flight to a !;ar Eastern sky*

Only the same war on a stronger toe.
The heart of standing is you cannot fly.

Tell me more quickly wrhat I lost by this*
Or tell me with less drama what they miss
Who call no die a god for a good throw,
Who say after two aliens had one kiss

It seemed the best thing to be up and go,

But as to risings, I can tell you why.

It is on contradiction that they grow.
It seemed the best thing to be up and go.
Up was the heartening and the strong reply.
The heart of standing is we cannot fly*

The same war in Tokyo then was the 'Manchurian Incident*'